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AMONG THE MULTITUDE a 
Walt Whitman 


Among the men and women the muleieude, 
Tpercerve one picking me out by secret and 
divine signa, 


‘Some are baffled, bur that ome is ner — that one 
knows me. 


Ab lover and perfect equal, 

J meant that you should discower me so by faint 
indirections, 

And [when I meet you mean to discover you 
by che like in you. 


‘THERE IS A LADY SWEET AND KIND 
— g 


There ts a Indy sweet and kind. 
‘Was never face 80 pleased eny mind 
I did but see her passing by. 

And yet I love her till I die. 


Her gesture, motion and her smiles, 

Her wit, her voice, my heart beguiles, 
-—-Beguiles my heart, I know not why, 
[And yer! lowe her il I die. 


Her free behavior, winning looks, 
‘Will make # lawyer buen his books. 
J rowched her not, alas, noe 1, 
And yer I love her rifll I die. 


Mad I her fast berwiet mime anes, 
Judge you thar chink such sports were harm, 
‘Were’t any harm? No, no, fe, fe! 
For I will lowe her rill I die. 


‘Should I remain confined there, 
Se long a Phoebus in his sphere, 
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to request, she to deny, 
‘Yet would I love her till I die. 


Cupad to winged and doth nnge: 

Hee country so my love doch charge, 
[Bust change she earth. or change she sky, 
Yet will [hove her till I die. 


TO MISTRESS MARGARET HUSSEY 
John Skelton 


Or hawk of the tower. 
As patient and still 
And as full of good will 

As fair Isaphill, 


SPRING, THE SWEET SPRING 
‘Thomas Nashe 


‘Spring. the sweet spring. is the year's pleasant king: 

“Then blooms each thing. chen maids dance in a ring, 

(Cold doth not sting, che pretty binds do sing, 
“Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo!™ 


The palm and may make country houses gay, 

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe alll day, 

And we hear aye birds rune this merry lay, 
“Cuckoo, jug-jug. pu-we, to-witta-woo!™ 


‘The fhelds breache sweet, the daisies kiss our feet, 

‘Young lovers meet. old wives a-sunning sit. 

In every screct these tunes our ears do greet, 
“Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-soo!™ 
‘Spring. the sweet spring! 


from Sumener’s Last Will and Testament 


THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 
TOHIS LOVE 


(Christopher Marlowe 


‘Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all che pleasures prove, 
‘That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
‘Woods, of steepy mountain yields. 


And we will sit upon the rocks, 
‘Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow nvers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant postes, 

A cap of flowers and a kirtle 
Embrokier'd all with leaves of myrtle, 


A gown made of the finest wool, 
‘Which froen our petty lambs we pull 
Fair lindd slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold. 


A belt of serew and ivy buds, 
‘With coral clasps and amber suds: 


‘And if these pleasures may thee move, 
‘Come live with me and be my love. 


The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning: 

If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 


‘Sir Walter Raleigh 


If all the world and lowe were young, 


To live with thee and be thy love. 


Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 


‘Thy gowns, chy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
‘Thy cap, thy kietle, and thy posies 

‘Soon break, son wither, soon forgotten, — 
Jn folly ripe, in reason roeten. 


‘Thay belt of stzaw and ivy bud, 
‘The coral claps and amber seuds, 


All chese in me no means can move 
‘To come to thee and be thy love. 


But could youth list und love sull breed, 
Had joys no date mor age no need. 
‘Then these delights my mind might move 
‘To live with thee and be thy kive. 


au 


Ho Xuan Huong: 


How many thousands of years | ‘you been there? 
Why sometimes slender, sometines full? 


How old is the Whine Rabbirt 
How many children belong to Moom-Giel! 


Why do you circle the purple loneliness of might 
land seldom blush before the sunt? 


Weary, past madnight. who are you searching for? 
Are you in love with these rivers amd bills? 


cranidated from the Nom and Viemamese by John Balaban 


‘THE LOOK 
‘Sara Teasdale 


kised me in the spring, 
Robin in the fall, 
Bar Colin only looked at me 
And never kimed at all. 


‘Strephon's kiss was lost in jest, 
Robin's lout in play, 

Bur the kis in Colin's eyes 
‘Haun me nyhe and day. 
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FIRST LOVE 
John Clare 


I ne'er was struck before that hour 
With love so sudden and so sweet, 
Her face it bloomed like a sweet flower 
And stole my heart away complete. 

My face turned pale as deadly pale, 
My legs refused to wallk away, 

And when she looked, what could § ail? 
My life and all seemed curned wo clay. 


And then my blood rushed to my face 
And took my eyesight quite away, 
‘The trees and bushes round the place 
‘Seemed midnight at noonday. 
Teould not see # single thing, 
Words from my eyes did start — 
‘They spoke as chords do from the string, 
And blood burnt round my heart. 


Are flower the winters choice? 
Is love's bed always snow? 
‘She seemed to hear my silent voice, 
Not love's appeals to know. 
Inever saw so sweet a face 
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a) 
and took shelver 
at His feet. 


mranslated from che Hinds by Shame Fuschally 


wv 


SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY 
Lord Byron 


She walla in beauty, like the might 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all thar's best of dure and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus mellowed to thar tender light 
‘Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 


(One shade the more, one ray the lew, 
‘Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tres, 
(Or softly laghrens o'er her face; 
‘Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear thes dwelling place. 


And on that cheek, and o'er chat brow, 
‘So soft, s0 calm, yer eloquent. 

‘The smiles that win, the tinss that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent! 


SYMPTOMS OF LOVE 
Robert Graves is 
Love is a universal migraine, 


A bright stain on the vision 
Blotting our reason. 


Sympeoms of tue love 
Are leanness jealousy, 
Lagagued dawns, 


Are omens and nightmares — 
‘Listening for a knock, 
‘Waiting for » sign: 


AT NIGHT 
Robert Browning 


“The gray sea und the long black land; 
And the yellow half-moon lange and low; 

‘And the startled little waves that leap 

In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 

As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 

‘And quench its speed i’ the slushy sand. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach; 

Three fields to crows till a farm appears: 

A.tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch 

And blue spurt of a light match, 

And a voice less loud, through its joys and fears, 
Than the two hearts beating each to each! 
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A BIRTHDAY 
Christma Rosset 


My heart ts like « singing bird 
Whose nest is in a watered shoot: 
My heart ts like an 
Whose boughs are bent with thickser fruit: 
My heart is like a rainbow shell 
‘That paddles in a halcyon seas 
My heart is gladkler than all these 
Because my love is come to me. 


Raise me a dais of sille and down; 


‘Work it in gold and silver grapes, 
In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys: 
Because the birthday of my hife 
Is come, my love is come to me. 


A NEGRO LOVE SONG 
‘Lawrence Dresber 


‘Seen my lady home las’ nighe. 
Jump back. honey, juan back. 
Hel hub han’ an” sque’s it tight, 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 
_ Hyeahd buh sigh = little sigh, 
“Seen a light gleam fom huh eye, 
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‘When I reached my lady's do’, 
Dat I couldn't ba’ to go — 
Jumnp back. honey, jum back. 


‘Pur my ahem aroun’ buh wais’, 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 

Raised hub lips an’ took « tase, 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 


Translated from the Polish by Creskaw Milos and 
Leonard Nathan 


FROM BLOSSOMS 

Li-Young Lee . 
From blossoms comes + 

this brown paper bag of peaches 

wwe bought from the boy 


at the bend in the road where we turned toward 
‘signs puinted Peaches. 


From laden boughs, from hands, 

from sweet fellowship in the bins, 

comes nectar at the roadside, succulent 
peaches we devour, dusty akin and all, 

comes the familiar dua of summer, dust we eat. 


©, 0 take what we lowe inside, 

fo carry within us an orchard, to eat 

‘not only the skin, but the shade, 

‘not only the sugar, bur the days, to hold 

the fruit in our hands, adowe it, chen bite into 
the round jubilance of peach. 


‘There are days we live 
as if death were nowhere 
tn the background; from joy 


TO ANTHEA WHO MAY COMMAND 
HIM ANYTHING 


Robert Herrick & 


Bid me to live, and I will live 
‘Thy Protestant to be: 

(Or bad me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 


A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 
A heart as sound and free 

As in the whole world thou canst find, 
That heart I'll give to thee. 


Bid chat heart stay, and it will sexy, 


Bad me weep, and I will weep: 
‘While I have eyes to see: 

And, having none. yer | will keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 


Bid me despasr, and Il despair 
Under that cypress tree: 


(Or bid me die, and I will dare 
ren death to die for thee. 


‘Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 
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LOVE ME NOT FOR COMELY GRACE 
John Wilbrye 


Lowe me not for comely grace, 

For my pleaseng eve ot face: 

Nor for any outward part. 

No, nor for my constant heart: 
For those may faill or cum to i, 
So thou and I shall sever. 

Keep therefore a nue woenan’s eye, 
And love me seill, but know not why: 
‘So hast thou the same reason seill 

To dost upon me ever. 


From THE SONG OF SOLOMON 
Chapter 2 


Tam the rose of Sharon, and the lily of the valleys, 
As the lily among thors, so & my love among the 


daughters, 

‘As the apple tree among the trees of the wood, so is 
iny beloved among the sons. Haat down under his 
ahadow with great delight, and his fruit was sweet 
to my taste. 

He brought me to the banqueting house, and his 
banner over me was love. 

‘Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples: for 1 
am sick of love. 

His left hand is under my head, and his right hand 
doth embrace me. 

U charge you, O ye dimghters of Jerusalem, by the 
roes, and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not 
up, not awake my love, till he please. 

The voice of my beloved! behold, he cometh leaping 
upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills. 

My beloved is like a roe or a young hart: behold. he 
standeth behind our wall, he looketh forth at the 
windows, showing himself through the lattice, 

My beloved spake, and said unto me, Rise up, my 
Jove, my fair one, and come away. 
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For, lo, the winter ts past, the rain is over and gone; 

‘The flowers appear on the earth; the time of the 
surging of birds come, and the voice of the turtle 
» beard tn our lands 

The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and thse 
vines with the tender grape give a good smell. 
Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away. 

O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, im the: 
secret places of the stairs, let me see thy 
countenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet ts thy 
voice, and thy countenance is comely. 

‘Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines; 
for our vines have tender grapes. 

My beloved is mine, and I am his: he feedeth among 
the lilies. 

‘Unil the day break, and the shadows flee away, cum, 
iy beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart 
upon the mountains of Bether. 


from the authorized version (1611) 


The jealous trout, that low did lie, 
Rose at a well-dissembled fly: 
‘There stood my friend, ———— 


Joan takes her nese-rubbed pail, and now 
‘She trips to milk the sand-red cow; 
Where for some sturdy foot-bull swain, 


and into the clouds or the hills, 
‘or the rumpled sea. 

and is gone — 

sand how ir slides again 


out of the blackness, 

every morning, 

‘on the other side of the world, 
Uke @ red flower 


“streaming upward on its heavenly céls, 
“say, on # morning in early sammer, 


aa 


at its perfect imperial distance — 
and have you ever felt for anything 


such wild love — 
do you think there is anywhere, in any language, 


William Shakespeare 


‘Shall | compare thee w a summer's day! 

‘Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May. 
And summer's lease hath alll moo shoer a dare; 
‘Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 


Nor lose possession of thar fair how owe: 

Nor shalll Death brag thou wand'rest im hs shade, 
‘When in eternal lines to time thou grow/st: 

‘So long as men can breathe of eyes can see. 

‘So long lives this, and this gives life w thee. 


ARED, RED ROSE é 
Robert Burns 


(O my Lave’ like a red, red rose, 
Thac’s newly sprung in June; 

O my Luve's like the melodie 
‘That's sweetly play’d in tune. — 


As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 
‘So deep in lave am I; 

And I will love thee still, my Dear, 
Till othe seas gang dry. — 


‘Till a’ the seas gang diry, my Dear, 
‘And the rocks melt wi’ the sun: 

I will love thee still, my Dear, 
‘While the sands o” life shall run. — 


And fare thee weel, my only Luve! 
And fare thee weel, a while! 
And I will come again, my Luve, 
‘Tho’ it were ten thousand mile! 


SONG 
‘Pablo Neruda 


Hove you, Hove you, is my song 
and here my silliness begirs. 


Dove you forwards and backwards, 
and I don’t have the tone or timbre 


to sing you my song, 
my enailes sone: 


On my voolin that sings out of tune 
my violin declares, 
- Tlove you, I love you my double bass, 
"my sweet woman, dark and clear. 
_ my heart, my teeth, 
amy light and my spoon, 


‘SONNET XLIII, FROM THE PORTUGUESE 
Bligabeth Barrett Browning 


How do I love thee? Let me count the ways, 

I lowe thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 

J lowe thee to the level of every day's 

Most quiet need. by sun and candlelight. 

Tlowe thee freely, as men strive for Right. 

lowe thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 

lowe thee with the pasion put to use 

In mny old grief, and with my childhood!’s faith. 

J lowe thee with a love I seemed to lose 

‘With my lost saines, — I love thee with the breath, 
‘Saniles, tears, of all my life! — and. if God choose, 
I shall bur lowe thee herter after death. 


: 


I can give not what men calll love, 
Bur wilt thou accept not 

‘The worship the heart lifts above 
And the Heavens reject not, — 

The desire of the moth for the star. 
Of the nighs for the morrow, 

The devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorrow? 


‘TO MY DEAR AND LOVING HUSBAND 
Anne Bradstreet 


ever two were one, then surely we. 
ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee; 

Ef ever wife was happy in a man, 

(Compare with me ye women if you can. 

prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold, 
‘Or all the riches that the East doth hoki. 

My love is such that Rivers cannot quench, 
‘Nor ought but love from thee. give recompence. 
Thy love is such I can no way repay, 

The heavens reward thee manifold | pray. 
Then while we live, in love let's so persever, 
Thar when we live no more, we may live ever. 


; 

‘Sir John Suckling 

‘Qut upon it, Uhave loved 
Three whole days together; 


And am like to love three more, 
If tt hold fair weather. 


Time shall moult sway bis wings 
Ere he shall discover 

In che whole wide world agin 
‘Such a commtans lower. 


Burt = pox upon't, no praise 
There ts due at all co mes 

Love with me had made no says, 
Had it any been bur she 


Had it any been bur she 
And that very wery face, 

‘There had been at hease ere this 
A dosen dosen in her place. 


LOVE AND LIFE 
Lord Rochester 


All my pase Ife is mine no more; 


‘The present moment's all my lot, 
And that, as fast as itis gor, 
Phyllis, is wholly thine. 


Then talk nor of inconstancy, 
Fabe hearts, and broken vows: 

If 1, by miracle, can be 

This livelong minute true to thee, 
"Tis all that heaven allows. 


NEVER SEEK TO TELL THY LOVE 
‘William Blake .. 
Newer sek to tell thy love, > 
Lowe that never tok! can be: 
For the gentle wind does move 
‘Salenely, invisibly. 


IT told my love, I told my love, 


a 


(UNTITLED) 
Bharerhort 


She who ts always in my thoughts prefers 

Another man, and does nor think of me. 

Yer he seeks for another's lowe, mot hens 

And some poor girl is griewing for my sake, 
‘Why then, the devil take 

Both her and him, and love; and her, and me. 


Tramslased from che Sanshonit bry Jokes Brough 


‘SINCE THERE'S NO HELP, COME LET US 
KISS AND PART 
Michael Drayton 


‘Since there's no help, come let us kiss and part; 
Nay, I have done, you get no more of me, 
And Iam glad, yea, glad with all my heart 
“That thus so cleanly 1 myself can free; 
‘Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 
And when we meet at any time again, 
Be it not seen in either of our brows 
“That we one jot of former love retain. 
Now at the last gnap of Love's latest breath, 
‘When, his pulse failing, Passion speechtess lies, 
‘When Faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 
And Innocence is closing up his eyes, 
Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
From death to life thou mightst him yer recover. 


A VALEDICTION 
Emest Dowson 


If we muse part, c] 

“Then let it be like thins 
Not heart on heart, 

Nor with the uselen anguish of a kis; 
Bur touch mine hand and sy; 


"Life sa bade whe, an love & home: 
A time 10 sow and reap, 
And after harvest a long time w sleep, 
But words are weak.” 


(UNTITLED) 
AE. Howman 


SS a 
‘Then I was clean and beawe, 


And miles around they'll sey that 
Am quite myself again. 


LOVE THOU ARTHIGH | . 
Emily Dickerson 


Lowe — thou art high — 
Teannoe climb thee — 

But, were it Two — 

Who knows but we — 

‘Taking eurns — at the Chimborazo — 
Ducal — at last — stand up by thee — 


Love — thou art deep — 
Tcannot cross thee — 

But, were there Teo 

Inatead of One — 

Rower, and Yacht — some sovereign Summer — 
‘Who knows — but we'd reach the Sun? 


Love — thou art Veiled — 

A few — behold thee — 

‘Smile — and aleer — and prattle — and die — 
Ble — were an Oddity — without thee — 


b-- 


- 


‘When I am dead. even chen, 

1 will sll love you, Iwill wait in these poems, 
‘When I am dead, even then 

Lam still Nacensing 60 you. 

1 will still be making poems for you 

out of silence. 

silence will be failing into chat sikence. 

We bs brvthidirng cmesic 


(UNTITLED) 
aina Se. Vincent Millay 


‘What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why, 
T have forgotten, and what arms have lain 
‘Under my head till mornang; but the rain 

Is full of ghones tonight, that tap and sigh 

Upon the bas and Iten for reply, 

‘And in my heart chere stirs a quiet pain 

For unremembered lads that not again 

‘Will turn to me at micinight with a cry. 

‘Thus in the winter stands the lonely tree, 

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one, 
‘Yer knows its boughs more silent than before: 

| cannot say what loves have come and gone: 
Jonly know thar summer sang in me 

A lictle while, chat in me sings no more. 


For, alas! alas! with me 
The light of Life o'er! 
No more — no more — no more — 
(Such language holds the solemn sea, 
To the sands upon the shore) 
‘Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 
Or the stricken eagle soar! 


And all my days are tances, 
And all my nightly dreams 
And where thy grey eye glances, 
And where thy footstep gleams — 
In what ethereal dances, 
By what eternal streams. 


‘WHEN YOU ARE OLD 
William Busler Years 


‘When you are old and gray and full of sleep, 
And nodding by the fire, cake down this book. 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft kook 
‘Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deeps 


How many loved your moments of glad grace, 


And loved the scerows of your changing face. 


And bending down beside the glowing bars 
Murmur, a little sadity, how lowe fled 

And paced upon the mountains overlesd 
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars 


Jumping from the chair she sat ir; 
‘Time. you thief, who lowe to get 
‘Sweets into your list, put thar in! 
‘Say I'm weary, say I'm sad, 
Say that health and wealth have miss'd me, 
Say I'm growing old, bur adhd, 
Jenny kise'd me 


‘THE RING 
Langston Hughes is 


a 
And life a circus tens. 

‘Whar is chis silly song you sing? 
Love is the master of the ring. 


Tam fem! 

Afraid of Love 

And of Love's bitter whip! 
Afraid, 

Afraid of Love 

And Love's sharp, stinging whip. 


‘Whar is this silly song you sing? 
Love is the master of the ring. 
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